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The moft Lamentable Tragedie 

Then be mypaffions bouomlefTe with them, 

Marcus, But yet let reafon gouernc thy lament, 
Titus. If there were reafon lor thefc mifencs, 

Then into limits could I bindc my woes: 

When hcauen doth wcepe.doth not the earth oreflovr? 
IF the winds rage, doth not tbefea waxemad, 
Threatningthe welkin with his bigfwolne face? 

A nd wilt thou hauc a reafon for this coi'e? 

I am the fea. Harke howherfighs doth flow: 

Shee is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 

Then muftmy fea be mooued with her fighs. 

Then mufl my earth with her continuall teares. 

Become a deluge : ouerflowed and drownd: 

For why, my bowels cannot hide herwoes. 

But like a drunkard mufl I vomit them. 

Then giuc meleaue/orloofer* will hauc lcaue, 

To cafe their ftomacks with their bittcrtongucs. 

Enter 4 meJfcHgtr with twt beads and a band. 


Mejfeugtr. VVorthy Andrtnitus , illart thou repaid, 

Tor that good hand thou feneft the Empcrour: 

Hcrearc theheadsof thy twoNoblefonncs, 

And heres thyhandinfeorne to thee font backe: 

Thy griefe, their (ports : Thy refolution mocktt 
That w'oe is me to thinkc vpon thy woes. 

More than remembrance of my fathers death, 

Marcus. Now let hotc jEtna coole in CycilWj 
And be my hart an euerburning hell: 

Thefe miferies aremorc than may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepedoth eafefotnc deale. 
But forrow flowted at,is double death. 

Lucius. Ah that this fight fhould make Co deep c a wound 
And yet detcfled life not fhrinkc thereat: 

That cucr death fhou’d let life bears his name, 
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yyhcre life hath no more intereftbut to breath, 

Marcus. Alaspoorc harf,that kifle is comfortlefTc, 

As frozen water to a flarued fnakc. 

Titus, VVhenwill this feareful! fi umber hauc an end? 
Mar. Now farewell flattric, die tMndreuicus, 
xhou doff not [lumber, fee thy two fbnncs heads, 

T ]iy warlike hand, thy mangled Daughter hecrc: 

T hy other banifht fonne with this decrc fight, 

Strucke pale and blood!eiTe,and thy brother I, 
fucnlikc a ftony image cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will I controwle thy greefes, 

Kent off thy filuct hairc, thy otlier hand, 

Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The doling vp of our moft wretched eies: 

Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou (fill? 

Titus. Ha,ha,ha. 

<JM. Why doll thou laugh? It fits not with this houre, 
Titus , VVhy.I hauc not another tearc to (hedj 
Bcfides this forrow is an encmie, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watrie eies. 

And make them bhndc withtributarie teares. 

Then which way fhall I find R euenges Caue, 

For thefe two heads doe feeme to fp cake to mce 
And threat me, IlhallneuercomctoblilTe, 

Till all thefe mifehiefes be retumd again e, 

Euen in their throats that hath commitcd them, 

Comelct me fee what taskc I hauc to doe, 

You heauic people cirkle me about. 

Thatlmay turnc mec to each one of you. 

And fwcare vnto my foule to right your wrongs, 

The vow is made. Come brother take a head. 

And in this hand the other will I beare. 

And Lauiuia thou (halt b c imployde in thefe Arm«, 
Beare thou my handfweet wench hetweenethy teeth: 

As for thee boy, goc get thee from my fight, 






